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Poems] 

If thou furv:v£ my well contented day^ 

When that cllurle death my faonet with du ft (hall cover 
And (halt by fortune once more rc-furvay : 

Thefe poore rude lines of thy deceafed Lover: 
Compare them with the bett’ring of the time. 

And though they be out-ftript by every pen, 

Refervc them for my love, not for their rime. 

Exceeded by the hight of happier men. 

Oh then vouchfafe me but this loving thought. 

Had my friends Mufcgrowne with thisgeovvingage, 

A dearer birth then this his love had brought 
To march in ranches of better equipage : 

But fincc he dyed and Poets better prove, 

1 heirs for their {file iie read, his for his love. 
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Friendly concord. 


tF Muficke and fwcet Poetrie agree, 

1 A* they muft needs (the Sifter and the brother,) 
Then muft the love be great twixt thee and mc 3 
Becaufe thou lov’ft the onc,and I the other. 
*T)oroland to thee is deare,whofc heavenly touch 
pon the Lute, doth ravifii humane fenfe : 

Spencer to me.whofe deepc Conceit is fudh. 

As paflingall conceit, needs no defence. 

Thou lov’ft to heare the fweet melodious found. 
That Thccbzt Lute (the Queene of Mufickc) makes 
And I in deepe delight am chicflv drownd, 
himfclfc to finging lx betakes. 


illiam Shakespeare ion 



Poems. 

One God is God of both (as Poets fainej 
One Knight loves Both,and both in thee remained 


Inhumanities 

F Aire was the mome,whcn the faire Queene ofLove s ‘ 
Paler for forrow then her milke white Dove, 

For Adm fake, a youngftcr proud and wilde, 

Herftand (he takes upon a fteepeup hill. 

Anon Adnii comes with home and hounds. 

She (illy Queene, with more then loves good will. 
Forbad the boy he ftwuld not pafle thofe grounds. 
Once (quoth (he) did I fee a faire fweet youth 
Here in thefe brakes ^deepe wounded with a Boare, 
Deepe in the thigh a fpe&acle of ruth, 

See in my thigh (quoth (be) here was the fore. 

She fhewed hers, he faw more wounds then one, 
And blufhingfted,and left her all alone. 


A congratulation * 

pJOw can my Mufe want fub jedfc to invent 

While thou doft breath that powr’ft into mv Ycrfe, 
Thine owne fweet argument,too excellent. 

For every vulgar paper to rehcaric • 

Oh give thy fclfc the thankes if ought in me. 

Wordy perufall ftandagainft thy light. 


